"No. Only quite recently. You were away, Peaches.
You were gone so long. I missed you."

That brought another pang. And the memory of Philip.
Philip had waited too long, and had lost me. Now I had
stayed away too long and had lost Bert. I thought: people
write plays about things like this. Poets write poems about
it. And it's true. It really happens. If I had not stayed on
in London to play Private Lives, if I had come back to
America in the fall, Bert would not have found this girl whose
first charm for him was that she made him think of me.

"You don't know how it is, Gertrude. When I come
uptown in the afternoon, I'm tired. I want to relax, have
dinner, play a little bridge or something, and then get to
bed at a decent hour. I don't want to sit around alone all
evening until your show is over to take you out to supper,
and then sit up half the night. I have to be downtown early
in the morning. I know it's too much to ask you to give up
the theatre for me," he ended.

Many women, I know, would have answered that wistful
half question differently from the way I had to answer it.
Between a young, handsome, charming millionaire and a
career in the theatre they would have found nothing to
choose. In a sense, my own choice was made for me. It was
made by that something in my blood which had made me
spend two precious shillings to have cards printed:

LITTLE GERTIE LAWRENCE
Child Actress and Danseuse

which had pressed me to run away from home to seek my
fortune with my father. That same compelling force had
given me determination to stick it out with him through
the distressing ups and downs.
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